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Article 10

there was no particular hour or day, or even month when you ceased
to think. You can't even remember the day when you realized that
you didn't think anymore. Unimportant day. Just like aU the rest.
And now you're free, Amanda. No one even expects you to think
anymore. And you've had your Hell, on earth. Now there's nothing
more to do but live out an eternity, any way you want. To run in
the sun, to run your fingers over the keys of a piano you can't play, to
read a book, talk with an old friend, to feel the good feeling of a
spring day.
Well, what will it be? Everything before you, yours to choose.
What? A soft white bed? Why, yes, it can be arranged.

Regression ...
Between constricting walls
A candle's pale light
To keep the darkness out
I wait for sleep to come.
Why should I fear the night
Start with each branch against the pane
And the shadow of the leaves?
I used to think of - such things - what?
Why can't I recall?
Now I think of grotesque shapes
And a thousand melting images.
The candle's almost melted away.
Soon it'll die in a wraith of smoke
And its fitful shadows' II be absorbed
In closing night and I'll be afraid
To light another. It's a child It's a childish thing.
Should I read a book - or walk
In the streetlight's yellow glow?
I'll not dare light another .
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